brick-dust and rubble.   And then I went to look at the
Knut Posse Hotel where I had stayed.  It was on fire, It
has been smouldering away for days now, and smoke was
curling out of the empty window of the room I had slept
in.   I went to look at the place in which I had taken
shelter during that air-raid.  A heavy bomb had scored a
direct hit on the building above it, and now it was impos-
sible to get into the shelter. The whole thing had caved in.
That made me stop and think.  Because if that bomb had
fallen then I don't know how many people would have
lost their lives, for it was absolutely crammed at the time.
Fve tried to give you a picture, to tell the story of the
almost complete destruction of what was once a very
beautiful town9 to describe a vast scene of desolation such
as I have never seen before, and never hope to see again:
a scene which this bitterly cold winter has made look even
more terrible.   A thick coating of ice covers many of the
buildings and great icicles hang from charred and blackened
houses, witnesses of the heroic efforts of the Finnish firemen.
The last place I saw was the big market.  The windows
were all broken and the stalls were just as they had been
left.  Rows of frozen chickens were on one stall and piles
offish on another.  Oh yes, there are plenty of goods of all
sorts still left in Viipuri, but they will never be left for the
Russians-  For one certain thing is that the Finns will, if
necessary, complete the work of destruction by burning
the whole city to the ground.
In retrospect, london
when I got back from Viipuri, I decided that it was
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